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" Kotikokura !   Kotikokura ! "

Who called me ?

I fell upon my face.

" Kotikokura! "

The voice came from the rim of the earth.

"Kotikokura!"

I dared not stir,

I raised my eyes cautiously. Upon the pedestal I espied
a basket filled with fruit and a jug of wine. Who had placed
them there? Had they been there all the time? Were
they of stone ? I sniffed. A delicious scent invaded my
nostrils. Cautiously, I lifted a date, and bit into it. Never
had I tasted anything half so sweet.

The perfume and the colour of the rest of the fruit made
my mouth water. I ate the figs, the bananas, the grapes.
I drained to the last drop the wine, red as the blood which
gushes out of the throat of the elephant struck by an
arrow.

Weary, I stretched out at the foot of the statue, and fell
asleep.